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MOLLY  O^niCGE,  AND  TOM  TREACLE, 

At  Cork  lived  Miss  Molly  OTugge^ 
With  a  nose  iike  thg  snout  of  a  j3ig, 
3LoT)g  carroty  locK  s, 
And  ten  pounds  in  tbe  stocks, 
Was  the  fortune  of  Molly  O'Riggej 
AVhat  a  beniHiful  Molly  b^R^gge, 

Tom  Treacle  lov'd  Moli  O'lliggej 

A  pert  littie  tea-dealing  prig, 

Says  he,  Moily  my  dove^ 

Mv"  heart  is  brim  ivM  of  love. 

Says  she^  Grocer,  I  don't  care  a  fjg, 

'What  a  hard  hearted  Molly  Q'Rrgge, 

I  bate  men,  quoth  Molly  O'Rigge, 
To  love  they're  a  mere  whiiiigig  : 
But  Cornelius  0;Whack, 
Gave  her  heart  such  a  smack, 
That  to  church  they  both  caperM  a  jigj 
What  a  false-hearted  Molly  O'Rigge^ 

>Says  the  tea-dealer,  Molly  O^Rigge, 
My  heart  is  with  jealousy  bigs 


Savs  she,  hold  yoiT  clack, 

Vin  now  Mrs  O^Whack 

Vin  no  longer  Molly  O'Rigge, 

Good  bye,  Mistress  Moily  O'Rigge. 


SIT  YE  AWHILE  AND  TIFPLE  A  BIT. 

We're  gaily  yet,  and  we're  aa^ily  jet, 
An*,l  vvp're  no  yery  fou  butwe'rQ  gaily  yet, 
Then"  sit  ye  awhile  and  tipple  s  bit, 
For  w</r^  no  very  fou  but  vve^re  gaily  yet. 

There  was  a  ladj  and  they  cad  hivn  Dick, 
He  gae  me  a  kiss,  and  1  bit  his  lip, 
And  down  in  the  garden  he  shew'd  luc  a  trick 
And  we're  no  very  foiu  but  we're  g^'^ily  ytL 
And  we're  gaily  yet,  &c. 

There  were  three  lads,  and  they  were  clad, 
There  were  three  lasses,  and  them  they  had, 
Three  trees  In  the  orchord  are  newly  sprung, 
And  we's  a^et  geer  enongh,  we're  but  young. 
And  we're  gaily  y^t,&iL 

Then'^uf)  wi't  Ailey,  Alley, 

Up]wi't  Ally  new, 
Then  up  wi't  Alley,  quo'  kiminerj 

'VVe's  a  get  roaring  fou. 
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One  was  kiss'd  in  the  barn, 
Another  was  kissed  on  the  green, 
And  the  toother  behind  t^Je  pease-iytnckj 
Tilt  the  mow  flew  up  in  her  e'en.  1 
Then  up  w^i't  Alley,  &c.  I 

Now  fye  John  Thomson,  rin,  | 

Gin  ever  ye  ran  in  jomMife,  1 

De'ii  get  ye/  but  hye,  my  dear  Jock,  I 

There's  a  man  got  to  bed  with  y oui-  wife,  | 

Then  up  wi't  Ailey  &c.  I 

Then  away  John  Thomson  ran,  ] 

And  I  true  he  ran  with  speed,  I 

But,  before  he  had  run  his  length,  | 

The  false  loon  had  done  the  deed,  j 

Then  up^i't  Ailey,  &c.  ] 

We're  gaily  yet,  and  we're  gaily  yet,  ; 
And  we're  no  very  fou  but  w^eVe  gaily  yet 
Then  sit  ye  a-whiie  and  tipple  a  bit,  I 
For  we're  no  very  fu'  but  we're  gaily  yet^ 

THE  DELmHTS  OP  WINE.  ^ 

,  < 

Let's  be  merry  with  jest  and  song,  j 
Time  as  he  swiftly  flies,  my  boya,  | 

Will  not  a  second  our  bliss  prolong,  4 
But  with  his  scythe  mow  down  our  joys  5  j 
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Then  seize  him  by  the  fore  ock,  ivl.u.u 

Pleasure  drown , Kim  ai  the  b«wi— 
We'll  toast  each  laiigliter-lov^ng  soul. 

O  ihe  deiights  which  wine  cap  giv<s 

It  every  p-en'rous  bosom  hresy 
Cnn  make  The  sad  again  to  hve, 

And  adds  to  Venus'  fond  desii  t-s. 
Sly  Cupid  sips  the  potent  draft, 

'liie  little  urchin  drinWs  to  iove,^ 
While  niGi  tal«  ct  the  heavy  Jieari, 

Own  it  celestial  from  above. 

Sorrow  but  coroes  too  soon  my  boys, 

Fill  your  ghv<s  to  each  beauty  or.glit, 
Talk  not  to  us  of  flames  or  darts,  _ 

We'll  drink  ell  day,  and  love  all  night. 
Care.-be  thou  baniski'd  from  onr  board, 

Momus,-assist  with  all  thy  crew  : 
Come,-Mumuur,~ape  tny  nverry  boaid. 

And— Wit,— assist  thy  chosen  tew. 


GA'LEDONIA  !  ,  NATIVE  LAND 


Native  land  I  I'll  love  tkee  ever, 
■  Let  me  raise  the  <velcome  strain  ; 
Mine  were  bani&h'd  feet,  that  never 
Hop'd  to  press  thy  turf  again, 


6 


Kow  tiiese  eyes  iiluna'd  with  gladness^ 
As  they  sccan\i  thy  beauties  o'er, 

N^^er  again  shall  melt  in  sachiessy 
Parting  to  return  no  mdrej 
Caledonia,  native  land. 
Native  Jnnd,  Til  love  the  ever. 

Native  land,  tho*  fate  may  banisU, 
And  command  me  far  to  part, 

Never  can  thy  inem'ry  vanish, 
Frop  this  glowing,  gratefnl  heart. 

Let  an  Indian  solstice  burn  me, 
Or  the  snows  of  Norway  chill. 

Hither  still,  my  heart,  I  turn  thee, 
Here,  my  country,  thou  art  still, 
Caledonia,  native  land, 
Natil^'e  land,  I'll  love  thee  ever. 


TilE  WARRIOR  BARD, 

The  Minstrel  Boy  to  the  war  is  gone, 
In  the  ranks  of  deWh  you'll  find  him, 

Hi^  fathers  sword  he  has  girded  on, 

And  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him.-— 
Land  of  song said  the  warrior-bard, 
<^  Tiio'  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 

"  One  sword,  at  least  thy  rights  sh^ll  guards 
^<  (Mo  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee 


The  minstrel  fell  ! — but  the  foemaii's  chimi 

Could  not  bring  his  proud  ^joul  under, 
The  harp  he  lov'd  ne'er  spoke  agajnv 

For  he  tore  its  cords  asunder; 
And  said,  "  No  chains  shall  sully  t^ec, 

"Thou  soul  of  Ipve  and  bravery  ! 
"'Thyjsongs  we*re  made  for  the  pure  ami  free 

•*They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery/' 


BT.ADLE  OF  THE  PARISH, 

I'm  a  ver;,^  knowing  prig, 

With  niy  laced  coat  and  vvijt. 
Though  they  s;iy  I  am  surly  and  bearfeh 

Sure  I  look  a  might  man, 

When  I  flourish  my  rattaiij 

To  fright  the  little  boys, 
.   Who  in  church- time  make  a  upise, 
Ikcftuse  I'm  beadle  of  the  Parish. 

Here  and  thfercj— ever^  where  ? 

Hollo  now, —  What's  the  row  ? 

Fine  to  do,— Who  are  you? 
Why,  zoiHidsj  I'm  the  Beadle  of  the  ParisK 

Whenever  I  come  nigh. 
How  I  make  the  beggars  fly. 
My  looks  are  so  angry  and  scarisl^ 
Like  other  city  folks, 
1  do  business  in  the  stocks. 


That  whatever  is  lost  |  tell, 
For  you  know  I  bear  the  bell, 
Because  Pm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish, 
Noise  and  clatt^^jr,— What's  the  matter  ? 
I!(>!ia,  feliow— You  are  mt^low. 
Tine  to  do, — ^don't  }ot  see, 
Whjv  zounds— Fm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish. 

I'm  an  officer,  don't  l^ugh, 
But  indeed  I'm  on  the  staff, 

And  all  sax  I  do  pietty  fairish  ; 
On  a  Sunday  strut  about, 
Aivd  I  keep  the  rabble  out,— 
The  Church-wardens  march  before, 
Just  to  open  the  pew  door^ 

Beciiuse  I  am  Beadle  of  the  Parish^ 
I^ufFav^ray, — merry  day. 
Drink  about, — See  it  out, 
Theje  will  be^ — snacks  for  me, 

Bec^ii«c  Vm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish. 


FINIS. 


